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as he could get it. He put the thing under his arm and asked for the price
afterwards/'
*'Quite right. Why should one bargain over a work of art?" I said*
He laughed and then told rne this story:
"When I was in China, I was on the way to catch a "boat when I saw
a chair I liked very much. It was a work of art. 'How much ?* I asked.
'Five pounds/ the Chinaman answered. 'I can only give you five shillings/
I said. He looked me up and down, sized up my capacity to pay and agreed
to let me have it for one pound. But as I moved away, he called rue back
and let me have it for seven and six, saying that it was a gift because I
seemed to like it, and promised that it would give rne much happiness. I
took the chair and then wondered what I would do with it and decided
to return it to him for the money I paid him. 'Give me seven and six for
it/ I said. He smiled and offered me half a crown and would not budge.
Ultimately he agreed to give five shillings but only as a kindness to me.
I let him have the chair and the five shillings/'
"I know a man who carries about jewels in his waistcoat pockets.
Whenever he sees a jewel he likes, he buys it and puts it in his waistcoat
pocket and then lets his children play with them as though they were
marbles. The most precious diamond may roll against a Roman ring, a
bunch of keys and a pencil. He was a Jewish merchant and when a customer
turned up, especially if he was an artist or writer, he would give the
jewel away for nothing. 'Like to like* he would think, and feel happy that
it made another happy/'
G.B.S. laughed. "I suppose/' he said, "he is in the workhouse by
j?
now.
"On the contrary. He has won an international reputation and when
people want anything beautiful they come to him. He even considers
that he is doing the world more good by selling his beautiful things than
political propagandists/1
"Well, I sell my plays and articles ... but I am better off because they
remain mine even after they are sold."
I went in one afternoon and there was such silence in the house that
it seemed that the whole house was asleep and the tiniest movement
would wake it. Ultimately I discovered G.B.S. in the drawing-room
arranging most lovingly the busts of himself. He did not notice my entry
and I saw him put his hand on the Rodin as though giving it his blessing
and blowing away specks of dust. Then he went over to the Troubetskoy